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Charmante, in love with Bellemante, 
Keplair, 9 friends of Cinthio. and Charmante, aſſuming 
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Scaramouch, ſervant to the Doctor. . = 
Harlequin, ſervant to Charmante. | 
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Elaria, daughter 
Bellemante, niece 
Mopſophil, their governante, 


to the Doctor. 


Scene, N AP LE 8. 


EMPEROR OF THE MOOMN. 


1 OD 6 


SCE NE, a Chamber. 
Elaria di e futing ; Mopſophil waiting. 


E laria. [Air from Cymon.] 
HIS cold flinty heart it 4s you who have warm'd, 
| You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; 
In vain againſt merit and Cinthio I ſtrove 
What's life without paſſion—ſweet paſſion of love? 


The froſt nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow ; 
From youth that is froſt-nipt no raptures can flow, 
Elyſium to him but a deſert will prove; | 
What's life without paſſion—ſweet paſſion of love? 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be pay, 
Her birds and her flowrets make blithfome ſweet May, 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and ſings thro' the grove; 
What's life without 8 * of love? 


This does not divert me; 


Nor nothing will, till Scaramouch nen 

And bring me news of Cinthio. 
Mopſ. Truly I was ſo ſleepy laſt night, I know no- 
thing of the adventure for which you are kept fo cloſe 


a priſoner to-day, and more ſrily — than uſual. 
| B Elari If, 
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Elaria. Cinthio came with muſick laſt night under 
my window; which my father hearing, ſallied out with 
his myrmidons upon him, and claſhing of ſwords I 
heard; but what hurt was done, or whether Cinthio 
were diſcovered to him, I know not; but the anſwer 
to the billet I ſent him juſt now by ouch will 
give me intelligence. 

Moy. And ſee, madam,whereyourtruſtyRogercomes f 


Enter Scaramouch, peeping on all ſides before he enters, 
You may advance, and fear none but your friends. 

Scar. Away, and keep the door. 

Elaria. Oh, dear Scaramouch ! haſt thou been at 
the viceroy's ? 

Scar. [in heat.] Yes, yes. 

Elaria. And haſt thou delivered my letter to his x ne- 
phew don Cinthio ? 

Scar. Yes, yes; what ſhould I deliver elſe ? 

Elaria. Well—and how does he ? 

Scar. [ fanning himſelf.] Lord, how ſhould he do? 
Why, what a laborious thing it is to be the go- 
- between for young lovers! | 
Zlaria. Why, well he ſhould do. | 

Scar. So he is; as well as a night-adventuring lover 
can be : He has got but one wound, madam. 

Elaria. How ! wounded, ſay you? Oh, Heavens | 
*Tis not mortal? | 

Scar. Why, I have no great ſkill; but they fay oe 
may be dangerous. 

Elaria. 1 die with fear! Where is he wounded ? 


Scar. Why, madam, he is run—quite thro' the 


heart. But the man may live, if I pleaſe. 
Elaria. Thou pleaſe? Torment me not with riddles. 
Scar. Why, madam, there is a certain cordial balſam, 
calFd a fair lady; which outwardly applied, to his 
boſom, will prove a better cure than all your weapon 
or ſympathetick e your ladyſhip. 
5 | Elarta. 
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Ebris. 15 Cinthio then not wounded?ꝰ 
Scar. No otherwiſe than by your fair eyes, madam i 
he got away unſeen and unknown. 

Elaria. Doſt know how precious time is, and doſt 
thou fool it away thus? What ſaid he to my letter? 
Scar. What ſhould he ſay? 

Elaria. Why, a hundred dear ſoft things of love, 
kiſs it as often, and bleſs me for my goodneſs — 

Scar. Why, ſo he did. 
 Elaria. Aſk thee a thouſand queſtions of wy health, 

after my laſt night's fright | | 
Scar. So he did. 
Elaria. Expreſſing all the kind concern love cok 
inſpire, for the puniſhment my father has inflicted on 
me, for entertaining him at my window laſt night— _. 

Scar. All this he did. | 

Elaria. And for my being confin'd a priſoner to my 
apartment, without the hope or almoſt poſſibility of 
ſeeing him any more. | 

Scar. There I think you are a little miſtaken ; for, 
beſides the plot that I have laid to bring you together 
all this night—there are ſuch ſtratagems a-brewing— 
not only to bring you togetherF but with your father's 


' conſent too—Such a plot, madam |! 
Elaria. Ay, that would be worthy of thy brain! 


| Prithes what ? 
Scar. Such a device \ 
Elaria. Pm impatient ! 

Scar. Such a conundrum Well, if there bs wiſe 
men and conjurers in the world, 1 are eee 
lovers. 

Elaria. Out with it 1 

Scar. You muſt know, madam, your father (my 
maſter, the Doctor) is a little whimſical, nn, 


or Don-Quick-ſottiſh, or fo. 
Elaria. Or rather mad. 


B 2 : | Scar, 


—— —— 
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Scar. That were uncivil to be ſuppoſed by me; but 
lunatic we may call him, without breaking the decorum 
of good manners; for he is always travelling to the 


Moon. % . 


Elaria. And fo religiouſly believes there i is a 3 
there, that he diſcourſes as gravely of the people, their 
government, inſtitutions, laws, manners, religion, and 
conſtitution, as if he had been bred a Machiavel there. 

Scar. True, my dear miſtreſs; but pray, how came 
he thus infected firſt?  *. 

Elaria. With reading fooliſh books. 

Scar. Ay, this reading of books is a pernicious thing. 
But to the buſineſs : I went, as you know, to Don Cin- 
thio's lodgings, where I found him with his dear friend 
Charmante, laying their heads together for a farce. 

Elaria. A farce? | 

Scar. Ay, a farce; which ſhall be call'd, THE WORLD 
IN THE Moon: Wherein your father ſhall be ſo impos'd 
on, as ſhall bring matters moſt magnificently about. 

Elaria. J cannot conceive thee ; but the deſign muſt 
be good, fince Cinthio and mane own it. 

Scar. In order to this, Charmante is dreſſing him- 
ſelf like one of the Caballiſts of the Roſycruſian order, 
and is coming to prepare my credulous maſter for the 
greater impoſition. I have his trinkets n to play 
upon him, which ſhall be ready. 

Elaria. But the farce; where is it to be acted? 

Scar. Here, here, in this very houſe; I am to order 
the decorations, adorn a ſtage, and place ſcenes proper. 
Elaria. How can this be done, without my father's 
knowledge: . 

Scar. You know the old apartment next the great 
orchard, and the worm-eaten gallery that opens to the 
river; which 'place for ſeveral years nobody has fre- 
quented ; there all 4 thall. * acted proper for 
our purpoſe. | 


Enter 


Enter Mopſophil running. 

Mopſ. Run, run, Scaramouch; my maſter is conjur- 
ing for you like mad below : He calls up all his little 
devils with horrid names—his microſcope, his horo- 
ſcope, his teleſcope, and all his ſcopes. I xit. 

Scar. I go, I go. — Oh, I had almoſt forgot: I have 
great inſtructions to give you and madam Bellemante; 


ſo you muſt contrive to meet me in a corner, as ſoon 


as I get releaſed from our morning's luoubrations. 


_ Elaria. Iwill; my curiofity will enforce bn. 5 for | 


thi aden is inſupportable. 


[Air from the Chaplet.) _— 
What med'cine can ſoften, the boſom's keen {mare 2 
What Lethe can baniſh it's pain? 


What cure can be met with to ſaoth her fond heart, 
That's baniſh'd the ſight of her ſwain? 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales ng 7 


In accents moſt piercing and clear, 
« You never ſing ſweetly,” I cry with a groan, 


« But when my dear Cinthio is here. [Exit. 


> 


SCENE, a garden. 


Enter the Doctor, with various mathematical inſiruments 
hanging at his girdle ; and Scaramouch, OR a long 


teleſcope. 


Doctor. Set down the cleſcope,—Letn me ſee; what 


hour js it 
Scar. About fix o'clock, Sir. 


Doctor. Then 'tis about the hour that the great mo- 
narch of the upper world enters into his cloſet. Mount, 


mount the teleſcope. 
Scar. What to do, Sir? 
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Doctor. 


n 0 
Os. - 


| 
| 
| 
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Doctor. I underſtand, at certain moments critical, one 
may be ſnatch'd of ſuch a mighty confequence, as to 
let the ſight into the ſecret cloſet. 

Scar. How, Sir! peep into the king's cloſet ? Under 
favour, Sir, that will be ſomething uncivil. 

Doctor. Uncivil? it were flat treaſon, if it ſhould be 
known; but thus unſeen, and as wiſe politicians ſhould, 
I take ferns of all: This is the ſtateſman's peeping- 
hole, through which he ſteals the ſecrets of his king, 
and ſeems to wink at diſtance. 

Scar. 'The very key-hole, Sir, through which, with 
half an eye, he ſees him even at his devotion, Sir, 

| [4 knocking at the garden-gale. 

Doctor. Take care none enter! 

Scar. [looking out.] Oh, Sir, Sir! here's ſome ſtrange 
great man come to wait on you. 

Doctor. Great man? from whence ? 

Scar. Nay, from the Moon-World, for aught I 
know 3 for he looks not like the people of the lower 


orb. 
Doctor. Ha! and that may be. Wait on him in. 


Scaramouch goes to the door, and . Charmante, 


who is dreſſed in a ftrange xp habit, and fol-- 
lowed by Harlequin. . 


Char. Doctor Baliardo, moſt learned Sir, all hail! 
Hail from the great Caballa of Eutopia! 

Doctor [ ſaluting him]. Moſt reverend bard, thrice 
welcome 

Char. The fame of your great W i Sir, and» 
virtue, is known with joy to the renown'd ſociety. 

Da#ter. Fame, Sir, has done me too much honour, 
to bear my name to the renown'd Caballa. 

- Char. You muſt not attribute it all to fame, Sir; 
they are too learned and wiſe to take up things from 
_— Sir; our intelligence is by ways more ſecret and 

ſublime : 
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ſublime; The ſtars, and little demons of the air, inform 
us all things, paſt, preſent, and to come. 

Doctor. I muſt confeſs the count of Gabalis renders 
it plain, from writ divine and human, there are ſuch 
friendly and intelligent demons. 

Char. I hope you do not doubt that doctrine, Sir, 
which holds that the four elements are peopled with 
perſons of a form and ſpecies more divine than vulgar 
mortals : 'The fire, for inſtance, with ſalamanders ; the 
water with nymphs ; the earth with gnomes or fairies ; 
and the air with ſylphs. Ah, Doctor] were you but 
initiated among the Caballa 

Doctor. Ay, Sir! what virtues or what merits can 
accompliſh me for that great honour ? 

Char. An abſolute abſtinence from carnal thought, 
devout, and pure of ſpirit, free from ſin. 

Doctor. I dare not boaſt my virtues, Sir: Is there no 
way to try my purity ? 

Char. Are you very ſecret ? 

N Doctor. Tis my firſt principle, Sir. | 

Char. And one the moſt material in our Roſycru- 
fian order, —Pleaſe you to make a trial? 

Doctor. As how, Sir, I beſeech you? 

Char. If you be thoroughly purg'd from vice, the 255 
opticles of your ſight will be ſo ſtrongly illuminated, 
that, glancing through this teleſcope, you may behold 
one of thoſe lovely creatures that people the vaſt 
region of the air. 

Doctor. Sir, you oblige profoundly. 

Char. Kneel then, and try your ſtrength of virtue, 
Sir. Keep your eye fix d and open. [The Doctor looks 
in the teleſcope. Can you diſcern, Sir? 

Doctor. Methinks I ſee a kind of glorious cloud 
drawn up—and now, tis gone again. 

. Char. Saw you no figure? 

Doctor. None. 


Fd 


„ 
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Char, Then make a ſhort prayer to Alikin, the ſpirit 


of the Eaſt; ſhake off all earthly thoughts, and look 


again. 


[The Doctor prays ; Charmante goes to the fide of the 


tage, and takes from Scaramouch a tranſparent picture 
of a nymph, which he places in the mouth of the teleſcope. 
Doctor. Aſtonif'd ! raviſh'd with delight! I ſee a 
beauty, young and angel: like, leaning upon a cloud | 
Char. Seems ſhe on a bed? then ſhe's repoſing, and 
you muſt not gaze. [Takes out the tranſparency. 
Doctor. Now a cloud veils her from me. 
Char. She ſaw you peeping then, and drew the cur- 


tain of the air between. 
Doctor. J am all rapture, Sir, at this rare viſion! 


Is't poſſible, Sir, that I may ever hope the nd 


of ſo divine a beauty? 
Char. Moſt poſſible, Sir; they will court you; their 


whole delight is to immortalize. 
Doctor. But, Sir, I have a niece and daughter, whom 
I love equally ; were it not poſſible they might be im- 


*mortaliz'd ? 


Char. No doubt on't, Sir, if they be pure and chaſte. 
Doctor. I think they are, and I'll take care to keep 


em ſo For I confeſs, Sir, I would. fain have a hero . 
my grandſon. 


Char. You never ſaw the Emperor of the Moon, 
Sir? the mighty Iredonozar ? 

Doctor. Never, Sir; his court I have, but was con- 
fuſedly too. 

Char. Refine your thoughts, Sir, by a moment's 
prayer, and try again. 
[He prays; Charmante puts into the teleſcope another tranſ- 
'  parency, with the Emperor on it; he looks in, and ſees it. 

Doctor. It is too much, too 88 for mortal eyes! 
I ſee a monarch ſeated on a tirone—but ſeems moſt 


Char. 
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BY Forbear then. Sir; for now his love-fit's on, 
= he would be private.  - [Removes the picture. 

Doctor. His love-fit, Sir? ä 

Char. Ay, Sir; the Emperor's in love with ſome fair 
mortal. 

Doctor. And can he not command her? I 

Char. Yes; but her quality being too mean, he ſtrug- 
* tho? a he *twixt love and honour. _ 

Doctor. It were too much to know the mortal, Sir? 

Cbar. Tis yet unknown, Sir, to the Caballiſts, who 
now are uſing all their arts to find her, and ſerve his 
majeſty. But now my great affairs deprive me of you : 
Tomorrow, Sir, I'll wait on you again; and, now I've 
tried your virtue, tell you wonders. * 

Doctor. J humbly kiſs your hands, moſt learned Sir. 

[Charmante goes out. Doctor waits on him to the door, 

and returns. 
| Scar. So, ſo! don Charmante has Rs 
moſt exquiſitely !. PlI ſound how. it works on the old 
conjuror's pericranium. Did you call, Sir? 

Doctor. Scaramouch, I have, for thy ſingular wit and 
honeſty, always had a tenderneſs for thee above that of 
a maſter to a ſervant. rs 3 

Scar. J muſt confeſs it, Sir. 

Doctor. Thou haſt virtue and merit that deſerves 
much. | 

Scar. Oh, dear Sir! 

Doctor. And I may make thee great; all T require 
is, that thou wilt double thy diligent care of my 
daughter and my niece; for there are mighty things 
defign'd for them, if we can 2 em from the fight 
of man. . 
Scar. The Gight of man, Sir? 5 

Doctor. Ay, and the very thoughts of man. 

Scar. What antidote is there to be given to a young 
CIO 1 2 = er of nag and longing ? 

S Docfor. 
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Doctor. Do you your part; and, becauſe J know thee 
difcreet and very ſecret, I will hereafter diſcover won- 
ders to thee, 'On pain of 2 55 look to the girls 3 z that's 
your charge. 

Scar. Doubt me not, Sir: And 1 as your reverence 
will reward my faithful ſervice with Mopſophil 
Har. [who has from his entrance been obſcured i: in the 
8 Oh, traitor! 

Scar. Your daughter's e who has long 
had my affection, Sir. 


[Air from the Capricimes Lovers.) 


And never ſhall I once complain, 
That toil awaits her chearful ſwain; 
Since labour oft a ſweet beſtows 
Which lazy ſplendor never knows. 


| Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 
The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth, 
And ſpreads thoſe bluſhes o'er the face 
Were come and go with native grace. 


The pride of end the pomp of ſhow, 
Are trappings oft to cover woe; 
But we, whoſe wiſhes ne'er will roam, 
Shall taſte of real joys at home. 


Doctor. Set not thy heart on tranſitory mortal joys; 
there's better things in ſtore : Beſides, I have promis'd 
her to a farmer for his ſon. Come in with me, and 
bring the teleſcope. [Exeunt Doctor and Scaramouch. 

Har. [coming forward.) My miltrels Mopſophil -to 

marry a farmer's fon! _ 
What, am 1 then forſaken ? anden d- by the falſe 
fair one ? 
17 I have honour, I muſt die with rage, 
Reproaching gently, and complaining madly! 


It 
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It is reſolv'd: I'll hang myſelf No; when did I ever 
hear of a hero that hang'd himſelf 2 No; tis the death 
of rogues. What if I drown myſelf ? No; uſeleſs dogs 
and puppies are drown'd : A piſtol, of a caper on my 
own ſword, would look more nobly, but that I have a 
natural averſion to pain; beſides, it is as vulgar as 
ratſbane, or the ſlicing of the weafand. No; Pll die a 
death uncommon, and leave behind me an eternal 
fame: I have ſomewhere read, in an author either 
antient or modern, of a man that laugh'd to death. I 
am very tickliſh, and am reſolv'd to die that death,— - 
Oh, Mopſophil, my cruel Mopſophil ! And now, fare- 
| well the world, fond love, and mortal cares! 

[He falls to tickle himſelf, his head, his ears, his arm-pits, 
hands, ſides, and ſoles of his fret; making ridiculous 
cries and noiſes of laughing ſeveral ways, with antick 
leaps and ſkips ;, at laſt, falls down as dead. 


Enter Scaramouch. 


Scar. Harlequin was left in the garden; Þ11 tell him 
the news of Mopſophil. Going 1 e 
Ha, what's here? Harlequin dead! 
| [Heaving him up, he flies into @ rage. 
Har. Who is't thatthuswauld rob me of my honour ? 
Scar. Honour? why I thought thhadſt been dead. 
Har. Why, ſo I was; and the moſt agreeably dead— 
Scar. I came to bemoan with thee the mutual loſs 
of our miſtreſs. | 
Har. I know it, Sir, I avs it ! i * thou ant 
as falſe as ſhe! Was't not a covenant between us, that 
neither ſhould take advantage of the other, but both 
ſhould have fair play? And yet you baſely went to un- 
dermine me, and aſk her of the Doctor! But ſince ſhe's 
gone, I ſcorn to quarrel for her; but let's, hke loving 
brothers, hand in Rane; leap from ſome. 8 into 
the ſea 


C2 Scar. 


12 THE'EMPEROR OF THE MOON. - 


\ 


17 


Scar. What, and ſpoil all my clothes? I thank you for 


that! No; I have a newer way: You know I lodge 
four pair of ſtairs high ; let's aſcend thither, and, after 
| A our prayers— 

Har. ey I never heard of a dying hero that 
ever pray'd. 

Scar. Well, TIl not land with you for a ee 


Being come up, Flt open the caſement, take you by 


the heels, and fling you out into the ſtreet ; after 
which, you have no more to do, but to come up and 
throw me down in my turn. | 

Har. The atchievement's great, and new; but, now 
I think on't, I'm reſolv'd to hear my ſentence from 
the mouth of the perfidious trollop; for yet 1 cannot 
credit it. | 
Pl! to the gipſy, tho' I venture banging, 
To be undeceiv'd ; tis hardly worth the hanging. 

; Lena, 


SCENE, a chamber. 


Cbarmante and Bellemante diſcovered fitting. 


Bell. Well, your ſcheme pleaſes me prodigiouſly ; 
as, indeed, would any other that gave hopes of our 
releaſement from this bondage; for here are my 
couſin and myſelf mew'd up, to be married to the Moon 
knows who; and no perſon ſuffered to come near us 
but our governante, and our gaoler Scaramouch. 

_ Char. He, however, has ſome conſcience and com- 
miſeration, tho' your uncle has none. 

Bell. For which, thanks to your golden "a for 
*tis that which opens the door. 


Char. But to your generoſity in admitting our vids, | 


ten thouſand thouſand thanks l 
Bell. Softly, ſoftly! there's needs none; I'll tell 


ou why. 


CA, 
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Air, Dr. Arnold. 


If 'tis joy to wound a lover, - 

How much more to give him eaſe! 
When his paſlion we diſcover, 

Oh, how pleaſing tis to pleaſe! 
The bliſs returns, and we receive 
TOES greater than we give. 


Enter Scaramouch baftih. 


Scar. Oh, madam, hide your lover, or we're undone! 
Door [within]. Bellemante! niece ! Bellemante ! 
S ͤcar. She's coming, vSir.—Here, here, Sir; you 

may eſcape this way. | [Exit Charmante. 


Enter Doctor. 

Doctor. Oh, niece ! ill luck, ill luck! I muſt leave 
you to- night; my brother the advocate is fick, and 
has ſent for me; tis three long leagues, and, dark as 
*tis, I muſt go. They ſay he is dying.—Here, go 
into my ſtudy, and look over my papers, and bring 
me all thoſe mark'd with a croſs and figure of three; 
they concern my brother and I.—Come, Scaramouch, 
and get me ready for my journey; and, on your "Py 
let not a | door be open'd till my return. LExeunt. 


e 
SCENE, a Gothic chamber. 


Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Cinthio, Charmante, Mops 
ſephil, Scaramouch, and Harleguin. 


Bellemante. 


OME, now we have an opportunity to her | 
CA the comforts of fociety,, let us not walle a ſingle 
moment. | 
g Elaria. 
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Scar. What, and ſpoil all my clothes? I thank you for 
that! No; I have a newer way: You know I lodge 
four pair of ſtairs high ; let's aſcend thither, and, after 
ſaying our prayers— 

Har. * I never heard of a e hero that 
ever pray d. 

Scar. Well, TIl not ſtand with you for a trifle 
Being come up, Il open the caſement, take you by 
the heels, and fling you out into the ſtreet ; after 
which, you have no more to do, but to come up and 
throw me down in my turn. | 

Har. The atchievement's great, and new; but, now 
I think on't, Tm refolv'd to hear my ſentence from 
the mouth of the perfidious trollop ; for yet 1 cannot 
credit it. | 

P11 to the gipſy, tho' I venture banging, 
To be undeceiv'd ; *tis hardly worth the hanging. 
1 


SCENE, à chamber. 


Charmante and Bellemante diſcovered fitting. 


Bell. Well, your ſcheme pleaſes me prodigiouſlly ; 
as, indeed, would any other that gave hopes of our 
releaſement from this bondage; for here are my 
couſin and myſelf mew'd up, to be married to the Moon 
knows who; and no perſon ſuffered to come near us 
dut our governante, and our gaoler Scaramouch. 

Char. He, however, has ſome conſcience d com- 
miſeration, tho your uncle has none. 

Bell. For which, thanks to your golden key; for | 
*tis that which opens the door. 

Char. But to your generoſity in admitting our aides, 
ten thouſand thouſand thanks |! : 

Bell. Softly, ſoftly l there's needs none; Tu tell 


* why. 


Car, 
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Air, Dr. Arnold. 


If 'tis joy to wound a lover, | 
How much more to give him eaſe! 
When his paſlion we diſcover, 
Oh, how pleaſing tis to pleaſe! _ 
The bliſs returns, and we receive 
Tranſports greater than we give. 


Enter Scaramouch haſtily. 
Scar. Oh, madam, hide your lover, or we're undone! 
Doctor [within]. Bellemante! niece ! Bellemante ! 
Scar, She's coming, vir.,—Here, here, Sir; you 
may eſcape this way. | [Exit Charmante. 


Enter Doctor. 

Doctor. Oh, niece! ill luck, ill luck! I muſt leave 
you to-night my brother the advocate is fick, and 
has ſent for me; tis three long leagues, and, dark as 
*tis, I muſt go. They ſay he is dying. —Here, go 
into my ſtudy, and look over my papers, and bring 
me all thoſe mark'd with a croſs. and figure of three; 
they concern my brother and I.—Come, Scaramouch, 
and get me ready for my journey; and, on your life, 
let not a | door be open 'd till my return. [Exeunt. 


A 0 TI. 
SCENE, a Gothic chamber. 
Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Cinthio, Charmante, Mops 
ſephil, Scaramouch, and Harlequin, | 


Bellemante. 


OME, now we have an opportunity to know 


CA the comforts of let us not waſte a ſingle 
moment. | 


Elaria. 


% 
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Elaria. Right, right. Come, take partners, and 
let us have a dance. 

_ Char, Methinks the time had better be employed i: in 
diſcourſing upon love. 

Bell. Oh, we ſhall have time enough for that here- 
after; beſides, you may make love in dancing as well 
as in ſitting: You may gaze, ſigh, and preſs the hand, 
and now and then receive a kiſs; what would you 
more? 

Elaria. Or let us bow a ſong. 

All. Agreed, agreed. 


Elaria [Air from the Capricious Lovers]. 


From flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 

Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted, 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day 
* Tomorrow ſhall be lighted. 


Cin. Hark! what noiſe i is that? Sure tis in the next 
room. 

Doctor [within]. Scaramouch |! Scaramouch |! 

[Scaramouch runs to the door, and holds it faſt. 

Scar. Ha! the devil in the likeneſs of my old maſter's 
voice! for i is impoſſible it ſhould be he himſelf, 

Char. If it be he, how got he in g Did you not 
ſecure the doors ? | 

' Elaria, He always has a key to open em. Oh, what 
ſhall we do? there's no eſcaping him: He's in the next 
room, thro' which you are to paſs. 

Doctor. Scaramouch ! knave ! where are you? 
Scar. Tis he, tis he! Follow me, all! a 
[He goes with all the company behind the front curtain. 

Doctor. 


8 : 8 
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Doctor. I tell yon, firrah, I heard ſinging. 
Peter [within]. No, ſurely, Sir ; *twas a miſtake. 
L Scaramouch having placed them all in the hangings, in 
which they make the figures, and fland without mo- 


tion in poſiures, he comes out. 


Enter Doctor. 


Scar. Bleſs me, Sir! is it you, or your ghoſt? 
Doctor. Twere good for you, Sir, if I were a thing 
of air; but as I am a ſubſtantial m I will lay it 
on as ſubſtantially. | 
+ Scar. What d'ye mean, Sir? what d'ye mean? | 
Doctor. Sirrah, muſt I ſtand waiting your leiſure, 
while you are roguing here ? I will reward ye. And, 
thou falſe varlet, there's another debt I owe thee, for 
bringing me ſo damnable a lie]! My brother is well: I 
met his valet but a Ls from town, and found out 
thy roguery. [Beats him. 
Scar. Is this the reward I have for being ſo on 
ſince you went ? 
Doctor. In what, thou villain ? in what? 
[The curtain is drawn up, and diſcovers the 
| hangings where all of them land. _ 
Scar. Why, look you, Sir; I have, to ſurprize you 
with pleaſure, againſt you came home, been putting 
up this piece of tapeſtry, the beſt in Italy, for the 
rareneſs of the figures, Sir. 
Doctor. Ha ! hum !—It is indeed a lately piece of 
work. How came I by it ? 
Scar. Twas ſent your reverence from the virtuoſo, 
or ſome of the Caballiſts. 
Doctor. I muſt confeſs, the workmanſhip is ex- 
cellent. Prithee what ſtory is this? 
[Looks on the hangings; when he advances, Harlequin 
 frrikes him on the head; he ſtarts. . 
Scar. Sir! 


7 
Doctor. 


to your brother the advocate ? 


16 THE EMPEROR OF THE MOON. 


Doctor. What was that ſtruck me? 

Scar. Struck you, Sir ? Imagination. 

Doctor. Can my imagination feel, ſirrah? 

Scar. Oh, the moſt tenderly of any part about obe, 
Sir. 
Doctor. Hum ! that may be.—I like the figures well. 

Scar. The more you ſee of them, the better you 
will like them, Sir. 

[Harlequin hits him again. The Doctor ſees him. 

Doctor. Hal is that i imagination too ?—Betray'd, be- 
tray'd, undone ! Run for my piſtols! call up my ſer- 
vants! A plot upon my daughter and my-niece ! Ste- 
pben! Peter! Exit. 

Scar. Here, here! [They come from the hangings.] 
You may all eſcape now; fear nothing. The Doctor 
will certainly return ſoon; but no matter for that. 
Away all ! depart to your lodgings. | 

Cinthio. And leave you to bear the brunt ? 

Scar. Take you no care for that: I'll put it into my 
bill of charges, and be paid all together. [Exeunt. 


| Re-enter Doctor, with a vil | 
Doctor. Slaves! villains! traitors !—Ha! what, 
gone ?—Here, Peter! Stephen !—They cannot get 
out of the houſe.—Peter ! Stephen where are ye, 
villains ? #4. | 
Enter Scaramouch, as as from bed, 


Scar. Bleſs me! what's here ? 

Doctor. Ha! who art thou? 5 

Scar. I? who the devil are you, an.you go to that? 
— Mercy on us! Why, what, is't you, Sir, return'd 


ſo ſoon ? 
Doctor [looking Jometimes on him, ſometimes about}. 


Return'd? 
Scar. Ay, Sir; did you not go out of town laſt night, 


Doctor. 
, 
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Doctor. Thou villain l thou queſtion'ſt me, as if thou 
knew ſt not that I was return'd. | 
Scar. I know, Sir! how ſhould I know ? Pm ſure I 
am but juſt awaked from the ſweeteſt dream ; 

Doctor. You dream ſtill, ſirrah; but I ſhall wake your 
rogueſhip !—Were you not here but no , ſhewing me 
a piece of tapeſtry, you villain? 

Scar. Tapeſtry! [Meoſophil liſtening all the while, 

Doctor. Yes, rogue, yes; for which Þll have thy life. 

[Preſenting a piſtol. 
Scar. Are you ſtark mad, Sir? or do I dream till ? 

Doctor. Tell me, and tell me quickly, rogue, who 
were thoſe traitors that were hid but now in the diſguiſe 
of a piece of hangings. [Holds the piſtol to his breaſt. 

Scar. Bleſs me! you amaze me, Sir. What con- 
formity has every word you ſay, to my rare dream! 
Pray let me feel you, Sir; are you human? 

Doctor. You ſhall feel I am, ſirrah, if you confeſs not. 

Scar. Confeſs, Sir? what ſhall I confeſs? I under- 
ſtand not your Caballiſtical language; but, in mine, I 
confeſs that you wak'd me from the rareſt dream 
where methought the Emperor of the Moon-World 
was in our houſe, dancing and revelling; and me- 
thought his Grace was fallen deſperately in love with 
Mrs. Elaria; and that his brother, the prince, Sir, of 
Thunderland, was alſo in love with Mrs. Pellemante ; 
and methought they deſcended to court em in your 
abſence; and that at laſt you ſurpriz'd 'em, and 
that they transform'd themſelves into a ſuit of hangings 
to deceive you; but at laſt, methought, you grew 
angry at ſomething, and they all fled to Heaven again : 
And after a deal of thunder and lightning, I wak'd, Sir, 
and hearing human voices here, came to ſee what the 


matter was. 
[During this ſpeech, * Doctor leſſens bis ſigns of rage by 


be and at * ſtands in deep contemplation. 
D Doctor. 
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Doctor. May I credit this? 

Scar. Credit it ? By all the honour of your houſe, by | 
my unſeparable veneration for the mathematics, tis 
true, Sir! 

Doctor. That famous Roſycruſian, who yeſterday 
viſited me, told me the Emperor of the Moon was in 
love with a fair mortal: This dream is inſpiration i in 
this fellow; he muſt have.wondrous virtue in him, to 
be worthy of theſe divine intelligences.—But if 
that mortal ſhould be Elaria! But no more; I dare 
not yet ſuppoſe it.—Perhaps the thing was real, and 
no dream, for oftentimes the groſſer part is hurried 
away in ſleep by the force of imagination, and is 
wonderfully agitated : 'This fellow might be preſent in 
his ſleep; of this we've frequent inſtances. Pll to my 
daughter and my niece, and hear what knowledge they 
may have of this. 

Mopſ. Will you ſo? Þ'll frours you; the frolick ſhall 
go round. [Afide, and exit. 

Doctor. Scaramouch, if you have not deceiv'd me in 
this matter, time will convince me further; if it reſt 
here, I ſhall believe you falſe. 

Scar. Good Sir, ſuſpend your e and your 
anger till then. 

Doctor. I'll dot. Go back to bed. | LExit. 

Scar. Nc, Sir; 'tis morning now, and I'm up for 
all day.— This madneſs is a pretty fort of pleaſant 
diſeaſe, when it tickles but in one vein : Why, here 
my maſter now, as great a ſcholar, as grave and wiſe 
a man, in all argument and diſcourſe, as can be met 
with ; yet name but the Moon, and he runs into 
ridicule, and grows as mad as the wind. 


Well, Doctor, if thou canſt be madder yet, 
We'll find a medicine that ſhall cure your fit. Exit. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, the garden. 


Enter Scaramouch, with a ladder. | : 


Scar. Though I am come off en cavalier with my 
maſter, I am not with my miſtreſs, whom I promiſed 
to conſole this night, and tis but juſt I ſhould make 
good this morning. Twill be rude to ſurprize her 
ſleeping, and more Loma to wake her with a ſerenade 
at her window. ' [Sets the ladder to her window. 


S ON G. 


Young Roger came tapping at Dolly's window, 
Tumpaty, tumpaty, tump 
He begg'd for admittance, ſhe anſwer'd him, no, | 
„e 
My Dolly, my dear, FF 
Your true dove is here 
Dumpaty, dumpaty, md 
No, no, Roger, no; 
As you came you may go, 
F lumpaty, lump. 


Oh, what i is the reaſon, dear Dolly, he exited; 
Pumpaty, &c. 
That thus J am caſt off, and unkindly denied 5 
Frumpaty, 2 
Some rival more dear $ 
1 has been here! 
| Crumpaty, &c. 
Suppoſe. there's been two, 1 
Sir, pray what's that to you? | SO , 
Bumpaty, &c. POO ECO | 


Oh, then with a ſigh, a fad farewell ho e took, 
| Glumpaty, &c. 
And all in deſpair he leap'd into _ brook : 
Flumpaty, Se. 
D 2 1 


- 
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His courage it cooldz _ 

He found himſelf fool'd ; 
Numpaty, &c. 

He ſwam to the ſhore, 

And ſaw Dolly no more, 
Rumpaty, c. 


Oh, then ſhe recall'd, and recall'd him again, 
Trumpaty, &c. 
Whilſt he like a madman ran over the plain, 
Stumpaty, &c. 
Determin'd to find 
A damſel more kind, 
Plumpaty, &c. 
While-Dolly's afraid 


* She muſt die an old maid, 


Mumpaty, &c. 


Enter Mopſophil, an 
Mopſ. What woful ditty-making mortaPs this, 
That, ere the lark her early note has ſung, 
Does doleful love beneath my caſement thrum? 


— Ah, Scaramouch, is it you? 


Scar. Who ſhould it be that takes ſuch pains to ſue? 
Mopſ. That takes ſuch pains to plague, you mean. 


Duet (from the Shepherd's Lottery), 


Scar. Oh, ſay, muſt I figh and pine, my love, 


Oh, ſay, muſt I ſigh and pine ? 
You're cruel, I ſwear, 
As a tiger or bear, 
If you don't to my. wiſh incline, my love, 
If you don't to, my wiſh incline. 
Mopſ. So much I delight i in thee, my * 
So much I delight in thee, 
Thou may'ſt lich, pine, and moan, 
Or may ſt let it alone; 
"Tis all the ſame to me, my dear, 
Tis all the ſame to me. 


Scar. 
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Scar. But ſay, ſhould I break my heart, my love, 
But ſay, ſhould I break my heart, | 
Would you not be diſmay'd 
My life to've betray'd | 3 
With Cupid's keeneſt dart, my love, 
With Cupid's keeneſt dart? Ee 


Mopſ. I ſhould not be much diſmay'd, my dear, 
I ſhould not be much diſmay d: 
If y o think that J he, 
IJuoou had better go try; 
I am not much afraid, my dear, 
I am not much afraid 


Scar. Alas, is there nothing will 36, my e, 
Alas, is there nothing will do? 
My heart I will break—— 
No, I'll live for your ſake; 
And Pll try to conquer you, my love, 
And Pl try to conquer you. 


. Mopf. Thou art indeed a lover moſt true blue. 
[Scar. converſes apart with her. 


Bw Harlequin in woman's clothes. 
| Har. If I can now but get admittance, I ſhall not 
only deliver the young ladies their letters from their 
lovers, but get ſome opportunity, in this diſguiſe, to 
{lip this billet-doux into Mopſophil's hand, and bob my 
comrade Scaramouch.———Ha! what do I ſee? my 
miſtreſs at the window, courting my rival? Oh, gipſy! 
Scar. But we Joſe precious time, ſince you deſign 
me a kind hour in your chamber. | . 

Har. Oh, traitor ! 

Mopſ. You'll be ſure to keep it from Hattequin ? 

Scar. Harlequin? hang him, ern e ! 
Har. Ay, Aa cully, a noddy. . 

Aopſ. A mere zany. 


pu 2 2 Li : - 
Har, 5 I 
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Har. Oh, bard-hearted Turk ! 
Mopſ. Fit for nothing but a cuckold. 
Har. Monſter of ingratitude! How ſhall The reveng'd ? 
Hold, hold, thou perjur'd traitor. 

[Cries out in a woman's voice. 
Mop, Ha! difcoriwa? ? a woman in the garden ? 
Har. Come down, come down, thou falſe perfidious 


 wretch! 


Scar. Who in the devil's name, art thou? and to 
whom doſt thou ſpeak ? 


Har. To thee, thou falſe deceiver, that haſt broke 


thy vows, thy lawful vows of wedlock. Oh, oh, that 

I ſhould live to ſee the day! [Crying. 
7. Who mean you, woman? | 

Har. Whom ſhould I mean but thou, my lawful 


ſpouſe ? 


Mopſ. Oh, villain! lawful ſpouſe !? Let me come to 


her. [Mop fophil deſcends. 


Stzr. The woman's mad. Hark you, jade, how long 


have you been thus diſtracted ? 
Har. Fer ſince I lov'd and truſted thee, falſe varlet. 


See here, the witneſs of my love and ſhame. 
[Points to his belly. 


Mop ſ. How! with child? Out, villain, was I made 
a property ? 


car. Hear me! | 
Har. Oh, thou en Chriſtian ! was not one 


woman enough ? | 
Mopſ. Ay, ſirrah, anſwer to chat. | 


Scar. I ſhall be ſacrific'd. 


7 Mop . I am reſoly'd to marry tomorrow either to 
the apothecary or the farmer, men I never ſaw, to be 


reveng'd on thee, thou termagant infidel! 


| Enter the Doctor. 
Doctor. What noiſe, what Ts what tumul 5 


this? 
| 5 8 8 


* 
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Har. Ha! the Doctor What ſhall I do ? 
[Gets to the door ; Scaramouch pulls him in. 
Doctor. A woman! ſome bawd, I'm ſure. Woman, 
what's your buſineſs here? ha? 
Har. I came, an't like your Ggniorſhip, to madam 


the governante here, to ſerve her in the quality of a 


fille de chambre to the young ladies. 
Doctor. A fille de chambre? 'tis ſo; a ſhe- pimp! 
Har. Ah, ſignior! od 
: [Makes his little dapper leg, inſtead of a curtſy. 
| Dedarr. How now ? what, do you mock me ? | 
Har. Oh, ſignior! [Gets nearer the door. 
Map. Stay, ſtay, miſtreſs! And what larvice's are 
you able to do the fignior's daughters? 
Har. Is this ſignior Doctor Baliardo, madam ? 
Mopſ. Ves. 
Har. Oh ! he's a very handſome gentleman, 1 
Doctor. Ay, ay; what ſervice can you do, miſtreſs? 
Har. Why, ſignior, I can tie a cravat the beſt of 
any in Naples; and I can comb a periwig; and I can— -- 
Doctor. Very proper ſervice for young ladies; you, 
I believe; have been a fille de chambre to ſome young 
cavaliers. 


Har. Moſt true, fignior : Why ſhould not the cava- - 


liers keep filles de chambre, as well as great ladies valetr 
de chambre? 

Doctor. Indeed, tis 3 reaſonable. lt is a 
bawd; I Tee it plain. LA ſide.] But have you never 
ſerv'd ladies? 

Har. Oh, yes; great ladies: I ſerv'd a parſon's 1 

Doctor. Is that a great lady? 

Har. Ay, ſurely, Sir; what is ſhe elſe? for ſhe wore 
her mantuas of gold brocade, petticoats with furbeloes 
innumerable, and had pride —oh, la !—and ſhe painted, 
and perfumed, and wore ſuch a head-dreſs—why, it 
vied in heigat with the ſteeple of her-huſband's church. 

e Aonſ 
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Mopſ. But have you never ſervd counteſſes, and 


ducheſſes? 
Har. Oh, yes, madam; the laſt I ſerv'd was an al- 


derman's wife in the city. 

Mopf. Was that a counteſs or a ducheſs ? 

Har. Ay, certainly—for they have all the money ; 
and then for clothes, jewels, and rich furniture, and 
eating, they out-do the very vice-reine herſelf. | 

Doctor. This is ſome baſe impoſtor Search if ſhe 
have any letters, Scaramouch 3 and then conduct her 
to the pump. | 

Har. Ab, ſignior Scaramouch [ 

Scar. Is it 8 rogue ? Pl now make thee remem- * 
ber 

Har. I have letters for thy miſtreſſes: And beſides, | 
conſider, *tis but trick for your trick, fignior Scara- ; 
mouch ; and you may ſpare the pumping. 

Scar. For once, ſirrah, PII bring you off, and deliver 
your letters.—Sir, do you not know who this is ? Why, 
tis a rival of mine, who put on this diſguiſe to cheat 
me of my miſtreſs Mopſophil. 


Doctor. What is he? 
Scar. A mungrel dancing - maſter; ; therefore, Sir, 


fince all the injury's mine, I'll pardon him for a dance, 
and let the agility of his heels ſave his bones, with 

your permiſſion, Sir. 2 
Doctor. With all my heart, and am glad he comes 
off fo comically.  » [Harlequin dances. 
_ [A nocking at the gate. Scaramouch goes to the door. 

Scar. Sir, Sir! here's the rare philoſopher who was 


here yeſterday. « 
Doctor. Give him entrance, and all depart, [Exeunt, 


Manet Doctor. Enter Charmante. | 
Char. Bleſs'd be thoſe ſtars that firſt conducted me 


to ſo ouch worth and virtue! Lou are their darling, 
: Sir, 
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Sit, for whom they wear their brighteſt luſtre. Your 
fortune 1s eſtabliſh'd, you are made, Sir. ; 

Doctor. Let me contain my joy POT I be worthy, 
Sir, to apprehend you ? 

. Char. After long ſearching, Sir, it is tiſcorarts, 
you are the happy fire of that bright nymph, Who 
has infaſcinated, charm'd, and conquer'd, the mighty 
Emperor Iredonozar, monarch * the Moon. 

Doctor. I am undone with joy! ruin'd with tranſport! 
[4/ide.]—Can it—can it, Sir, be poſſible ? ; 
. Char. This very night, by their great art, they find 

he will deſcend, and ſhew himſelf in glory. 


[Air from the Opera of Polly.] 


As ſits the ſad turtle alone on the ſpray ; 
His heart ſorely beating, 
Sad murmur wy ng 
Indulging his grief for/his conſort aftray 3 
For force or death only could keep her away. 
No he thinks of the fowler, and every ne 3 
If guns have not lain her, 
The net muſt detain her: 
Thus ſhe dwells in his thoughts ev'ry moment with fear, 
Till thron'd by his ſide the bright damſel appear. 


Doctor. And will his Grace be here in perſon, Sir? 
Char. In perſon; And with him, a man of mighty 
quality, Sir, the prince of Thunderland. 
Doctor. Miraculous! how this 8 with all Ive 2 
ſeen and heard. 
-Char. Some of the Caballiſts are of opinzen; that laſt 
night there was a ſally from the Moon. 
Doctor. About what hour, Sir? 
Char. The meridian of the night, Sir; about the 
hour of twelve or one. | 
Door. This I believe, Sir. | 


Char. Why, Sir? 5 
Doctor. 
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Doctor. May I communicate a ſecret of that nature? 

Char. To any of the Caballiſts, but none elſe. 

Doctor. Then know—laſt night, my daughter and 
my niece were entertain'd by thoſe illuſtrious heroes. 

Char. Who, Sir? the Emperor, and the prince his 
couſin ? 

Doctor. Moſt certain, Sir, But whether they appear'd 
in ſolid bodies, or fantomical, is yet a queſtion; for, 
at my unlucky approach, they all transform'd them- 
ſelves into a piece of hangings. 

Char.” Tis frequent, Sir; their ſhapes are numerous. 
But I muſt haſte: This night N your 85 and 
your niece. 

Doctor. I ſhall, Sir. 

Char. Be modeſt, Sir, and humble in your elevation; 
for nothing ſhews the wit ſo poor, as wonder, nor 
birth ſo mean, as pride. 

Doctor. I humbly thank your admonition, Sir; and 

mall, in all I can, ſtruggle with human frailty. [Exe. 


. 


Scene, the fireet, with the totun- gate, where an officer 
. with a flaff, like a London conſtable. 


Harlequin, in a calaſh, and dreſsd like a gentleman, comes 
through the gate; the officer lays hold - his horſe. 
| Officer. 
OLD, hold, Sir! you I ſuppoſe W the cuſtoms 
that are due to this city of Naples, from all 
perſons that paſs the gates in coach, chariot, calaſh, 
or ſiege volant. | 

Har. T am not ignorant of the cuſtoms, Sir; but 

what's that to me ? | 
Officer. 
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Officer. Not to you, Sir! why, what privilege have 
you above the reſt ? 

Har. Privilege ? for what, Sir ? 

Officer. Why, for paſling, Sir, with any of the be- 
fore-named carriages. 

Har. Art mad? Doſt not ſee I am a plain baker, 
and this my cart, that comes to carry bread for the 
viceroy's and the city's uſe ? ha ? 

Officer. Are you mad, Sir, to think I cannot ſee a 
gentleman-farmer and a calaſn, from a baker and a cart? 

Har. Drunk, by this day! and ſo early too! Oh, 
you're a ſpecial officer! Unhand my horſe, firrah, or 
you ſhall pay for all the damage you do me. | 

Officer. Heyday ! here's a fine cheat upon the vice- 
roy! Sir, pay me, or I'll ſeize your horſe. [Harlequin 
firikes him. They ſcuffle a little.]—Nay, an you be ſo 
briſk, I'll call the clerk from his office. Mr. Clerk! 
Mr. Clerk! 

[Officer goes to the door; while gone, Harken 5 ref 
is changed, the back of the calaſh put down, and af | 
appears a baker's cart. 


Enter Clerk, 


| Clerk. What's the matter here?! 
Officer. Here's a fellow, 'Sir, will perſuade me, his 
calaſh is a cart, and refuſes the cuſtoms for paſling 


the gate. 
Clerk. Where? where? I ſee only a carter and 
his cart. | [The Officer looks on him. 


Officer. Ha! what a devil, was I blind ? 

Har. Mr. Clerk, I am a baker, that came with 
bread to ſell, and this fooliſh fellow has ſtopt me here 
ſo long that I ſhall loſe the ſale of my ware; and, 
being drunk, will out-face me I am a farmer, and this 
cart a calaſh. 0 a 
E 2 . Clerk. 
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Clerk. He's in an error, friend ; paſs on. 

Har. No, Sir; I'll have ſatisfaction firſt, or the vice- 
roy ſhall know how he's ſerv'd by drunken officers, 
that are a nuiſance to a civil government. 

Clerk. What do you demand, friend? 

Hlar. Demand? I demand a crown, Sir. 

Officer. This is very hard ! Mr. Clerk, if ever I ſaw 
in my life, I thought I ſaw a gentleman and a calaſh. 

Clerk. Come, come, gratify lim; and ſee better here- 
after. | 

. Offer. Here, Sir; if I muſt, I muſt. [Gzves money. 

Clerk. Paſs on, friend. [Exit. 
[Har. unſeen, puts up the back of his calaſh, and whips 

off his frock, and goes to drive on. The Officer hoks on 

him, and ſtops him again. 

Officer. Hum | P11 ſwear it is a ealaſh Mr. Clerk! 
Mr. Clerk ! come back, come back ! 

[Runs cut to call him. Harlequin changes as before. 


Re-enter Officer and Clerk, 
Come, Sir; let your own eyes convince you, Sir. 
Clerk. Convince me? of what, you ſot ? 
* That this is a gentleman, and that a— Ha! 
[Looks about on Har. 
Clerk. Stark drunk! Sirrah, if you trouble me at every 
miſtake of yours thus, you ſhall quit your office. 
Officer. I beg your pardon, Sir; I am a little in drink, 
I confeſs ; a little blind and mad, Sir.—This muſt be 


the devil, that's certain ! 


[The Clerk goes out. Har. puts up his calaſb again, and 
pulls off his frack and drives out. | 
Well, now, to my thinking, *tis as plain a calaſn again 
as ever I ſaw in my life; and yet I'm ſatisfied tis no- 
thing but a cart. n [Exit, 


SCENE 


\ 


FP 
,_ THE EMPEROR OF THE MOON. 29 


SCENE changes to the Dadtor's houſe. The hall. 


Enter Scaramouch in a ſedan chair, which is ſet down and 
end on all ſides, and on the top repreſents an apothe- 
cary's ſhop, the infide being painted with ſhelves and 
rotus of pots and bottles; Scaramouch ſitting in it, 

' dreſs'd in black, with a Hort black cloke, a ruff and 

little hat. 

Scar. The devil's in't, if either PE Doctor, my maſter, 
or Mopſophil, know me in this diſguiſe z and thus I 
may gain my miſtreſs, and out-wit Harlequin. Nor can 
the jade Mopſophil, in honour, refuſe a perſon of my 
gravity, and ſo well ſet up. [Pointing to his 5. 
Hum ! the Doctor here firſt : This is not ſo well; but 
Tm prepar'd with impudence for all encounters. 


Enter the Doctor. Scaramouch ſalutes him gravely. 

Scar. Moſt reverend Doctor Baliardo ! 

Doctor. Signior |! | | [ Bows, 

Scar. I might, through great puſilanimity, bluſh to 
give you this anxiety, did not I opine you were as gra- 
cious as communicative and eminent; and though you 
have no cogniſance of me, your humble ſervant, yet 


I have of you; you being ſo gravely fam'd for your 


admirable {kill both in Galenical and Paracelſian phœ- 
nomena's, and other approv d felicities in vulnerary 
emetics, and purgative experiences. 

Doctor. Signior, your ors honours me. Bo 


man this | 


Scar. And though I am at peaked buſied in writing 
— thoſe few obſervations I have accumulated in my 


peregrinations, Sir; yet the ambition I aſpit'd to, of 


being an ocular and aurial witneſs of your ſingularity, 
made me treſpaſs on your ſublimer affairs 
Doctor. Signior— 
Scar. Beſides a violent inclination, Sir, of being 

« initiated | 


* 
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| initiated into hs denomination of your learned family, 
by the conjugal circumference of a matrimonial tie, 
with that ſingularly-accompliſh'd perſon—madam, the 
governante of your hoſtel. 

Doctor. Hum ! a ſweetheart for Mopſophil ! LAſide. 

Scar. And if I may obtain your condeſcenſion to my 
bymenzal propoſitions, I doubt not my operation with 
the fair one. 

Doctor. Signior, ſhe's much honour'd in the overture, 
and my abilities ſhall not be wanting to fix the concord. 
hut have you been a traveller, Sir? 

Sͤcar. Without circumlocutions, Sir, I have ſeen all 
the regions beneath the ſun and Moon. | 

Doctor. Moon, Sir? You never travell'd hither; Sir? 

Scar. Not in propria perſona, ſignior; but, by ſpecu- 
lation, I have; and made moſt conſiderable remarks on 
that incomparable terra firma, of which I have the 

8 map in Chriſtendom. 

Doctor. A map of the lunar mundus, Sir? May 1 
crave the honour of ſeeing it? 

Scar. You ſhall, Sir; together with a map of Terra 
Incognita; a great rarity, indeed, Sir. 

Doctor. Jewels, Sir, worth a king's ranſom ! I proteſt 

ou have fill'd me with curioſity. 

Scar. Which, Sir, at a convenient period, ſhall be 
gratified. -I will now only beg the honour of a word 
or two with the governante, before I go. 

Doctor. Sir, ſhe ſhall wait on you; and I ſhall be 
proud of the honour of your converſation. [Exit. 


Enter to him Harlequin, dieſsd like a farmer, as before. 


Har. Hum ! what have we here? a taylor, or a 
tumbler? 
Ser. Hal! who's this? Hum 1 What if it ſhould be 
the farmer that the Doctor has promis'd Mopſophil to! 
My heart miſgives me. [They look at each other a wohile.] 
ho would you ſpeak with, friend ? 
Har, 
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Har. This is, perhaps, my rival the apothecary,— - 
Speak with, Sir ? why, what's that to you ? 

Scar. Have you affairs with ſignior Doctor, Sir? 

Har. It may bel Toes it may be I have not. What 
then, Sir? 


While they ſeem i in angry di 150 ute, enter Mop ſopbil. 
Mopſ. Signior Doctor tells me I have a lover waits 
me; ſure it muſt be the farmer or the apothecary : No 
atter which, ſo a lover, that welcomeſt man alive. 
I am reſolv'd to take the firſt good offer, though but in 
revenge of Harlequin and Scaramouch, for putting 
tricks upon me.—Ha! two of em? 
Scar. My miſtreſs here? | 
[They both bow, and advance, putting ab other by. 
Mopſ. Hold, gentlemen | do not worry me.—W hich 
of you would ſpeak with me ? 
Both. I, I, I, madam! 
Mopf. Both of you? 
Both. No, madam; I, I! | 
 Mopf. If both lovers, you are both welcome; but 
let's have fair play, and take your turns to ſpeak. 
Aar. Signior! 'tis moſt unciyil to interrupt me. 
| [Putting one another by, 
Scar. And diſingenudus, Sir, to intrude on me. 
Mopſ. Let me then ſpeak firſt, 
Har. Pm dumb. 
Scar. I acquieſce. 
Aopſ. I was inform'd there was a N here had 
propoſitions of marriage to make me. 
Har. That's I, that's II  - [Shoves Scar. away.. 
Scar. And [ attend to that conſequential fints. 
[Shoves Har. away. 
How I know not what you mean by your inis, 
ſignior; but I am come to offer myſelf this gentle- 
woman's ſervant, her lover, her huſband, her dog in 
2 halter, her any thing. 
| | To [Duet 
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[Duet from King Arthur.] 


Sear. Hither this way, this way bend; 
Truſt not that pretended friend, 
Full of falſe deluſive wiles, 
Trait'rous arts, deſigning ſmiles : 
Truſt him not, for he'll deceive you, 
And, when won, in mis'ry leave you. 


Beth. Hither this way, this way bend; 
This way, this way bend. 


Har. If you wed him, no ill thinking, 
Don you fall, to ruin ſinking. 
He's the food wha would deceive you, 
Gain your riches, and then leave you. 


| Beth. Hither this way, this way bend 
This way, this way bend. 
Scar. Truſt not that pretended friend. 
Har. Truſt me, Pm your real friend. 
Both. Hither this way, &c. 


Scar, Him 1 pronounce a poltroon, and an ignomi- 
nious utenfil, that dares lay claim to the renowned lady 
of my primum mobile; that is, my beſt affections. In rage. 
* Har. I fear not your hard words, Sir; but dare aloud 
pronounce, if donna Mopſophil likes me, the farmer, 
as well as I like her, tis a match; and my chariot's 


ready at the gate to bear her off, d'ye ſee ? 


Mopſ. Ah, how that chariot pleads ! L de. 
S Sear. And I pronounce, that, being intoxicated with 
the ſweet eyes of this refulgent lady, I come to tender 
her my nobleſt particulars, being already moſt advan- 
tageouſly ſet up with the circumſtantial implements of 
my occupation. oe [Points to the ſhop. 
Mopf. A city apothecary ? a moſt genteel calling ! 
Which ſhall I chuſe ?—Signior Apothecary, 11 not 
expoſtulate the circumſtantial reaſons that have OCCa- 


ſion'd me this honour. 
| Scar. 


* 


THE EMPEROR OF THE MOON, 33 


Scar. Incomparable lady ! the elegancy of your re- 


partees moſt excellently denotes the profundity of your 


Capacity. 
Har. What the devil's all this? Good Mr. Conjurer, 
ſtand by, and don't fright the gentlewoman with your 
elegant profundities. | Tuts bim by. 
Scar. How! a conjurer I will chaſtiſe thy vulgar 
ignorance, that ycleps a philoſopher a conjurer. 
Har. Loſaphers !—Prithee, if thou den a man, 
ſpeak like a man. 
Scar. 1 e do 1 ſpeak like Þ * do. I ſpeak 
like 3: = 
Har, What 40 you ſpeak like? why, you * like 
a wheelbarrow. 
Scar. How! . 
Har. And how ! [They come up 3 ah flare | 
on each other for a while, and then bow civilly. 
Woof. That's well, gentlemen ; let's have all peace, 
while I ſurvey you both, and ſee which likes me beſt. 
[ She goes between em, and / ſurveys em both; 8 mali: ing 
ridiculous bows and grimaces the while. © + 
Fa now, on my conſcience, my two fooliſh lovers, 
Harlequin and Scaramouch ! How are my hopes de- 
feated'! but, faith, PII fit you both. [She wiews em both. 
Scar. 80; . conſidering fall: I ſhall be the HAPPY 
| Har. She $ king aim; ſhe cannot chuſe but like me 
deſt. s.. 
Scar. Well, madam, how does my perſon propagate? | 
_ © [Bownng,, 
2 Faith, ſignior, now I look better on you, I do 
not like your phiſnomy ſo well as your intellects; you 
diſcovering ſome circumſtantial e thay ever 
denote a villainous inconſtancy. 
Scar. Ah, you are pleas d, madam 


Mop. You are miſtaken, ſignior; I am diſpleas'd ! 
F And 
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And I would ſooner wed that ſcoundrel Scaramouch, 
that mere pair of chymical bellows that blow the 
Doctor's. projecting fires, that very Guzman of Sala- 
manca, than a fellow of. your infallible gnum malis. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha! you have your anſwer, ſignior 
Friſkin ; and may ſhut WP your ſhop and be gone. Ha, 


ha, ha 
Scar. Hum ! ſure the jade knows me. [A/ide, 
Mopſ. And as for you, * * 
Har. Ah, madam | [Bowing, 


Mopſ. Thoſe lanthorn jaws of yours, with that moſt 
villainous ſneer and grin, and your notorious whey- 
beard, are certain figns of knavery and cowardice 
therefore, I'd rather wed that ſpider Harlequin, that 
| ſkeleton buffoon, that ape of man, that Jack of Lent, 
that very top (that's of no uſe, but when tis whipp'd 
and laſh'd), that piteous property, I'd rather wed than 
thee. 

Har. A very fair declaration. 

Mopſ. You underſtand me: And ſo, 1 ſweet 
Cliſter- pipe, and ſignior Dirty- boots! Ha, ha, hal Exit. 

. [They ſtare on each other a while. 
Scar. That I ſhould not know that rogue Harlequin! 

Har. That I ſhould take this fool for a phyſician ! . 
How long have you commenc'd apothecary, ſignior ? 

Scar. Ever ſince you turn'd farmer.—Are not you a, 
horrid rogue 

Har. Faith, to ſay the truth, chat not a pin to. 
chuſe ; and if there was, *tis no time now to diſpute 
the point: Our attendance is neceſſary, to aſſiſt in 
deceiving the Doctor, and rendering the young folks 
happy. 

Scar. True; and then, monſieur Harlequin, for 
the deciſion of e our own fate, [Exeunt, 


SCENE 


THE EMPEROR OF THE MOON. 35 


SCENE, a magnificent gallery. 


E wer Doctor, Elaria, Bellemante, and Mopſophil; 
feft muſic is beard. 

Bell. Ha! Heavens! what's here? what palace 1s 
this ?—no part of our houſe, I'm ſure. 

Elaria. Tis rather the apartment of ſome monarch. 

Doctor. Pm all amazement too; but muſt not ſhew 
my ignorance —Yes, Elaria ; this is Pp to enter 
tain the princes. 

Bell. Are you ſure on't, Sir? Are we not, think 
you, in that world above, I have often heard you ſpeak 
of? in the Moon, Sir? i 6 

Doctor. How ſhall I reſolye her ? for aught I know, 
we are. LA ſide. 

Elaria. Sure, Sir, ' tis forms enchantment. 
Doctor. Let not thy female ignorance profane the 

higheſt myſteries of natural philoſophy : To fools it 
ſeems enchantment ; but I've a ſenſe can reach it. Sit, 
and expect the event. Hark I am amaz'd, but muſt 
_ conceal my wonder (that joy of fools), and appear wiſe 
in gravity. 

Bell. Whence comes this charming ſorns; S? 

Doctor. From the ſpheres; it is familiar to me. 


SCENE changes to a view of the hill of Parnaſſus. 
Keplair and Galileus are ſeen to deſcend in chariots. 
Doctor. Methought I faw the figures of two men 

alight on yonder hill. 

Elaria. I thought ſo too; but they are anrpere, 
and the Ving d chariots fled. 


— 


Enter Keplair and G alileus. 
Bell See, Sir, they approach. | | 
[The Doctor riſes and bows. 
Keep. Moſt reverend Sir, we, from the upper world, 
thus low ſalute you. Keplair and Galileus we are 
F 2 | call'd, 


— * 
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calPd, ſent as interpreters to great Iredonozar, Empe- 
ror of the Moon, who is deſcending. 

Doctor. Moſt reverend hands! profound philoſophers! 
thus low I bow to pay my humble gratitude. 

Kep. The Emperor, Sir, ſalutes yous and your fair 
daughter. 

Gal. And, Sir, the prince of Thunderland ſalutes 


you, and your fair niece. 


Doctor. Moſt humbly do I thank their royal ns 

Bell. Came you, moſt reverend bards, from the 
Moon-World ? 

Rep. Moſt lovely maid, we did. 

Doctor. May I pete to aſk the manner how ? 

Kep, By cloud, Sir, through the regions of the air, 
down to the fam'd Parnaſſus ; thence by water, along 
the river Helicon, the reſt by poſt upon two wing'd 
eagles.— But now, good Sir, look up, and ſee the 
orbal world deſcending ; obſerve the zodiack, Sir, with 
her twelve ſigns. [The zodiack appears behind; the twelve 
frgns are ſeen in tranſparency.] See how ſhe turns, and 
ſends her ſigns to earth :—Behold the ram, Aries; ſee, 
Taurus next deſcends; then Gemini (ſee how the boys 
embrace); next, Cancer; Leo; then the Virgin; next 
to her, Libra; Scorpio; Sagittar; Capricorn; Aqua- 
rius; Piſces.— Theſe eight thouſand years, no Emperor 
has deſcended, but incognito z but, when he does, to 
make his journey more magnificent, the Zodiack, Sir, 


attends him. 


Doctor. Tis all amazing, Sir! | 
Kep. Now, Sir, behold, the globick world deſcends 
two thouſand leagues below its wonted ſtation; to ſhew 


_ obedience to its proper monarch, 


[The globe of the Moon appears (immediately on which, | 
Keplair and Galileus begin the following duet) firft like 
4 new Moon; as it moves Forward, it encreaſes, till 
it comes to the 5 


15 [Duet 
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[Duet and Chorus from Britannia. 
He comes, he comes, the Emp'ror comes! 
Fark, hark, his trumpers ! liſt, lift, his drums! 
Now ſounds the mufick of the fpheres, 
And Luna's monarch now appears. 
Luna, Luna, Luna, Luna, 
Luna' s monarch now ape. 


Prepare, prepare, the rites prepare! 
Speak, ſpeak, the tidings thro? all air! 
From world to world the news be ſpread, 
That Luna's monarch now will wed. 
Luna, Luna, Luna, Luna, 
Luna's monarch now will wed. 


[During the ſinging, Cinthio (as Emperor) and Charmante 
/ (as prince) come out of the Moon, advance to the front 
of the lage, and addreſs Elaria and Bellemante. The 

Doctar hneels, and they make ſigns to-Keplair. 

 Kep. The Emperor would have you riſe, Sir; he will 

expect no ceremony from the father of his miſtreſs. _ 
Doctor. I cannot, Sir, behold his Mightineſs! the 
N of his majeſty confounds me 

Kep. Vou muſt be moderate, Sir; it is erpe ek 

Doctor. Shall I not . the joy to hear their hea- 
venly voices, Sir? 

Kep. They never ſpeak to any ſubject, Sir, when they 
appear in royalty, but by interpreters, and that by way 
of Stentraphon, in manner of the Delphic oracles. 

Doctor. Any way, ſo I may but hear their divine 
pleaſure. 

Kep. No doubt you will 
[The front ſcene draws off, and ſhews a temple, with an 

altar, one ſpeaking rough a ae eG behind it. 

Soft muſic plays the while. 

Kep. Moſt learned Sir, the * now is going | 
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to declare himſelf, according to his cuſtom, to his ſub- 
jects. Liſten. 
Sten. Moſt rev'rend Sir, whoſe virtue did incite us, 
Whoſe daughter's charms did more invite us, 
We come to grace her with that honour, 
That never mortal yet had done her; 
Once only, Jove was known in ſtory, 
To viſit Semele in glory: 


 Butyfatal *twas he fo enjoy'd her, | 
Hexen ambitious flame deſtroy'd her; 
His cha oo fierce for fleſh and blood, 


She died embracing of her God. 

We gentler marks of paſſion give: 

The maid we love, ſhall love and live; 
Whom viſibly we thus will grace, 

Above the reſt of human race. 

Say, is't your will that we ſhould wed her, 

And nightly in diſguiſes bed her? | 
Doctor. The glory is too great for mortal wife! 
Sten. What then remains, but that we conſummate 
This happy marriage in our ſplendid ſtate? 

Doctor. Thus low I kneel, in 1 thanks, for this at 
bleſſing. 


[Cinthio takes Elaria by the hand; Charmante, Belle- 
mante ; they go to the altar, where 6 prieſt joins their 


hands; during which are ſung the following 


Air and Chorus from Alexander”s * 
Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 


[7 hen they are come forward, two chariots deſcend ; in 
one is Harlequin, in the other, Scaramouch. 
Scar. Stay, mighty Emperor, and vouchſafe to be 
The umpire of our difference, [C:nth;o figns to 3 76h 
36 | | . 
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Kep. What are you? „ 5 

Scar. Two neighbouring princes to your 8 domain. n 

Har. Knights of the ſun, our honourable titles, 
And fight for that fair mortal Mopſophil. 

Mopſ. Bleſs us | my two precious lovers, Pll warrant: 
Well, I had better take up with one 9 them, than lie 
alone to-night, _' 
Scar. Long, as two rivals, we have lord and hop 'd, 
Both equally endeavour'd, and both fail'd. 

At laſt, by ſage advice, we have agreed 
| To try our titles by the dint of lance, 
And choſe your Mightineſs for arbitrator. 

Kep. The Emperor gives conſent. 

[They fight, to a martial tune. Scaramouch . eluent, 

Kep. Uto Scar.] The Emperorpronounces you are victor. 

Doctor. Receive your miſtreſs, Sir, as the reward 
Of your undoubted valour. [Preſents Pup _ | 

Scar. Your humble ſervant, Sir! : 
And Scaramouch returns you humble thanks, 
Doctor. Ha! Scaramouch? My heart miſgives me! | 

Oh, I am undone and cheated every way! | 
 Kep. Be patient, Sir, and call up all your virtue: 
Vou' re only cur'd, good Sir, of a diſeaſe . 
That long has reign'd over your noble faculties. 
Sir, we are your phyſicians and your friends, 
Who have labour'd hard to make theſe ladies happy, 
And draw you from an error that unman'd you. 
Doctor. I will be patient, gentlemen, and hear you, 

— Are not you Ferdinand? 
Kep. I am; and thele are gentlemen of ani ho 

That long have lov'd your daughter and your niece: 
Don Cinthio this, and this is don Charmante; 


(The viceroy's nephews both) 
Who found, as men, *twas impoſſible to gain em, 


And therefore tried this ſtratagem. 


Cinthio. — . beſeech you, mitigate your grief: 
| Altho' 
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Altho' indeed we are but mortal men n ; 
Yet we ſhall love you, ſerve you, and > o. 
- Dottar: Are not you then the Emperor « of the Noon? 
And you 1 the prince of Thunderland? MR” 
© Cinthio. There's no ſuch perſons, Sir: 
Theſe ſtories are the phantoms of mad Wen TP 
Dodkor. No Emperor of the Moon ? _ no Moon 
: Wenge en 
Char. Ridiculous invention 
Doctor. Burn all my books, and tet! my Rudy blaze; > 
Burn all to aſhes, and be ſure the wind . 4 
Scatter the vile contagious monſtrous lies! a. _ 
— Moſt noble youths, you ve honour'd me with your 
alliance; and you, 'and all your friends, aſſiſtants in 
| this glorious miracle, I invite to-night to revel with 
me. Come all, and ſee my happy recantation of all the 
Follies, fables have inſpir'd till now. Be pleaſant to 
repeat your, ſtory, to tell me by what kind OT you 
| copen'd me, 
I ſee there's nothing in philoſophy- 
Of all that writ, he was the wiſeſt bard, 0 ele 
this mighty truth: | . 
e He that "OT all that ever Jung Int, . 
3 Luer only this, that be knew 3 et.. 3 
. - [4 r. and Chorns: RR Chim. Fond e 
3 no more of Worlds i' th* Moon. e 
Te drones who puzzle human ſenſe; p 
= „Thank Luna for her nightly bon, od 8 
But not to e make pretence. 
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8 mort our ſpan, we leſs can ſpare 

| On idle trifles to employ; 017 
An hour's too much for uſeleſs care: 61 ore) , | 
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